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VrfuU W hy did you fo,dooth not the gentkraaa 
Dcferue as full as fortunate a bed, 
As cuer Beatrice fhall couch vpon? 

Hero O God of loucll know he doth deferue? 
As much asmaybeyeelded toaman: 
But nature ncucrframde a womans hart, 
Of prow der ftufFc then that of Beatrice: 
Difdaine and Scorne ride fparkling in her eies, 
Mifprifing what they looke on.andher wit 
Valewes it felfe fo highly>that to her 
All matter elsfeemes weaker/he cannot loue, 
Nor take no fliape nor proiett of affeftion, 
the is fo felft indcared, 

VrfuU Surelthinkcfo., 
And therefore certainely it were not good, 
She knew his loue left fheelc makefport at it* 

Hero Why you fpeake truth J n mer yet faw man, 
How wife,how noble,yong,how rarely featured. 
But (lie would fpel him backward: if fairc faced, 
She would fweare the gentleman fhould be her fiften 
If blacke, why Nature drawing of an antique. 
Made a foule blot: if tall, alaunceill headed: 
If low,an agpt very vildiy cut: 
Iffpeaking. why a vane blowne with all winds: 
If filent, why a blocke moued with none: 
So turnes fhe euery man the wrong fide out, 
And ncuer glues to Truth and Vertue, that 
Which fimpleneffe and merite purchafetln 

VrfuU Surc,fure,fuch carping Unot commendable. 
Hero Nonottobefooddcvndfromallfafliions, 
As Beatrice is, cannot be commendable, 
But who dare tell her.foftf I fhould fpeake, 
She would mocke meinto ay«ey© (he would laugh mc 
Out of my felfe,preffe meto death with wit, 
Therefore let Benedickehkc couerd fire, 
Confumcawa\H^ighes 3 wafte inwardly: 
Itvvereab^tll!^th,thenchewithmockes 3 ^ 
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Which is as bad as die with tickling. 

prfifU Yet tel her of it,heare what fire wil fay. 

Hero No rather 1 will go to Benedicke, 
And counfaile him to fight againft his paffion, 
And truly ile deuife feme honeft (launders. 
To fbinemy cofin witb,one doth not know, 
How much an ill word may impoifbn liking* 

VrfuU O do not do your cofin Rich a wrong, 
She cannot be fo much without trueiudgement, 
HauingfoOviftand excellent a wit, / 
As (he is prifde to haucas to refufe 
So rare a gentleman as fignior Benedicke. 

Hero He is the onely man of Italy, 
Alwaies excepted my deare Claudio. 

VrfuU I pray you be not angry with me,madamc, 
Speaking my fancy:fignior Benedicke, 
For (hapc,for bearing argument and valour, 
Goei formoft in report through Italy* 

Her& Indeed he hath an excellent good name* 

VrfuU His excellence did eauie it, ere he had it: 
When are you married madame? 

Hero Why euery day to morrow,comc go in, 
Ile (hew thee fome attyres,and haue thv counfaile, 
Wh^ch is the belt to furniOi me to morrow. 

VrfuU Shees limed I warrant you, 
We haue caught her madame. 

Hero If it proue fo,then louing goes by haps, 
Some Cupid kills with arrowes.fomc with traps. 

'Beat. Vvhatfireisinmineeares?canthisbetruc? 
Stand I Condemn d for pride and fcorne fo much? 
Contempt,farewel,and maiden pride,adew, 
No glory liues behind the backe of fuch. 
And Benedicke, loue on I will requite thee, 
Taming my wild heart to thy louing hand: 
If thou doft loue,rny kindnetfe fhall incite thee 
To bind our loues vp in a holy band. 
For others fay thou doft dcfcruc^ind I * 
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